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'How can I leave my gama?' Did I not tell you
that I am of no village? My father's village is
beyond the sea, and they say that the father's vil-
lage is the sotfs. I have never seen that village;
I have forgotten its name. I was born in Colombo,
which is no village, but a town. Aiyo! what a town
it is! How pleasant! The houses and the noise and
smell of the bazaar for miles, and the dust and
people everywhere! What folly to live here, like
a sanyasi on the top of a bare rock! Perhaps one
day I shall return to Colombo, and live in a great
house, as my father did. My father was a rich man,
but always gambling; no money stayed in the house.
And I spent much money upon women. There was
a nautch-girl from the coast; her eyes had made
me mad, and she devoured me. It was always
rupees, and bracelets, and anklets, and silk cloths.
Then my father was very angry, for all the money
had gone on the gambling and jewellery. There was
no money to pay the merchants for goods for the
shop, but worst of all he had no money for gambling.
The. girl had taunted me because I had come empty-
handed, saying that she would shame me openly if
I came back again with nothing. So I again asked
my father for money. He drove me away, cursing
me; so I went into the shop, and took goods and
sold them, and taking two handfuls of silver flung